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He had noticed the kid almost as soon as he moved to Seattle and started living with Layne. There was 
something about him that drew Jerry in. It wasn't just his cheekbones and his green eyes. It wasn't just his 
sarcastic, obnoxious-but-endearing sense of humor. It wasn't just his tight jeans and tighter t-shirts. It was all 
of it. Jerry was fascinated by the total package (and his package). If he studied the boy, he could see the 
layers of armor Stone had built around himself. He tried too hard sometimes, he clashed and fought like an old 
married couple with his friend, Jeff. He could be confrontational with others, often using armchair psychology 
to talk down to them. He would sometimes grow quiet and have his nose in a book while everyone else was 


partying. Jerry wondered why. Why would someone with such a razor-sharp wit shut down sometimes? 


Tonight was not one of those times. Chris had organized a party with the pretense of it being his own birthday 
bash. But it was really a surprise party for Stone. After all, it wasn't every day that a man turned twenty- 
one. Stone was the life of the party. Girls seemed to be throwing themselves at him. Beer after beer was 
thrust into his hands. And when it wasn't a beer being passed to him, it was a joint. 


Jerry stood in the background, watching. He desperately wanted to get to know Stone better. All he had to do 
is go talk to the kid And after he finished his fourth or fifth can of beer, that's exactly what he was going to 
do. He pushed off the wall and side-stepped a couple making out on the floor. Then Mindy happened. 


Mindy was a girl Jerry hooked up with once. One in a long line of many. She bounced up to Jerry and leaned 


into him, slurring her words, "Been looking for you, Jer Bear." 


He cringed at her use of his nickname. "You found me." 
"Why haven't you called?" 
Another girl walked by and laughed. She loudly said, "Jerry doesn't call any of us back" 


He cringed again when people, including Stone, turned to look and laugh. Jerry extricated himself from Mindy's 


grip. Jerry left the party and went straight back to the Music Bank. Any hope of talking to Stone was crushed. 
It became a joke at the Music Bank Layne, Sean, Starr, everyone took to calling him Jer Bear and repeating the 
line over and over again. With full-on pouting and whining. "Jerry doesn't call any of us back!" over and over 
again Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. Jerry had to get out. He was the one shutting down and seeking a 
quiet place. 

There weren't a lot of places he could go and avoid seeing someone like Chris or Mark Arm or Xana. Aimlessly, 
Jerry walked around until he found himself downtown, on the corner of Ist and Virginia. He looked around. 
Something about this coffee shop stuck out in his mind but he couldn't remember what he heard. It looked 
„artsy. Raison d'etre. Well, the rain picked up and the coffee smelled good. He went inside. 

Jerry was immediately confronted by a familiar face. He turned to leave. 

"Jerry?" 

He turned back around and smiled, "Hey, Jeff. | didn't know this was where you worked." 

"Yeah, man. What are you up to?" 


"Oh, | was, uh, | was out and the, uh, the rain picked up so .." 


The door opened behind him. "Jeff!" an angry voice shouted and someone bumped into Jerry's back "Dude, you 


wanna -" 
When Jerry spun around again, he was nose to nose with Stone. 
"Oh, hey, Jer Bear." Stone smirked. 


Jerry could tell exactly what Stone was thinking behind that smirk. "Jerry never calls any of us back" He gave 
the kid a tight smile and tried to step around him to the door. 


"Jer, wait. Let me pour you a coffee. Stone, | don't have time for this, mon. Its busy.’ 


"Whatever. | just wanted an iced coffee." 


Jeff rolled his eyes but poured Jerry coffee into one of those large, bowl-like mugs and gestured toward a 
table in the back. "Have a seat, man. | got stale muffins in the back. You want?" 


Jerry glanced at Stone who was giving Jeff a look and stammered a thanks when he took the bowl of coffee 


and figured he'd better sit down At least, this way, he could stay out of Stone's way. 

Stone tapped his fingers on the bar as he waited for Jeff to make his drink. Although Jeff put it into a paper 
to-go cup, Stone lingered. He slowly made his way over to Jerry's table and pulled out the chair on the 
opposite side. "Mind if 1?" 

‘Its cool." 

They sat in silence, both watching Jeff approach with a gigantic blueberry muffin 

"That looks good. Can | get one of those?" 

"All gone." Jeff shot back at Stone as he put the muffin down in front of Jerry. 

‘Oh, uh, you can ..you can have some of this. ls that green mold?" 

"Pick it off. Or give that part to Stone." 

They glared at each other before Jeff returned behind the bar. 

"You never wished me happy birthday the other night" Stone's smirk returned. 

"Yeah, sorry. |, uh, had to get going." 

"Big date?" 

"No, just .." Jerry wanted to drown himself in his bowl of coffee. 

"Its cool." 

He glanced at Jeff to make sure he wasn't going to come back any time soon. "The thing is, Stone .." 
"Yeah?" 


"L uh." 


"Yeah, | get it. That girl totally blew you up. I'd be embarrassed, too." 


Jerry frowned. "Oh." 

"No big deal" He took a drink. "So why don't you ever call any of them back?" 
He could feel his face getting hotter than his coffee. "I, uh, you know how it is.” 
"Yeah, | know what you mean. | have plenty of one night stands, too." 

From behind the bar, with his back turned, Jeff scoffed. 

"| do, Ament! You don't know!" 

"Stone, you live in your parents’ attic." 

Jerry smiled. "You do? You live with your parents?" 

"Yeah. So?" 

"Nothing. It's just ..it makes sense." 

"What does that mean?" 

"Nothing. Forget it. Hey, do you wanna take off? You have anything going on today?" 
"Nope" 


Jerry picked up the muffin and took a bite of it while he and Stone walked along First Avenue. It was 
uncomfortably quiet so he finally said, "I was embarrassed at your party." 


"| could tell. How come?" 

"Just „you know, sometimes you don't want someone to, uh, judge you. Like, by your reputation" 

"Who don't you want to judge you? | mean everybody pretty much knows that you ..uh, know a lot of people” 
"Well, you, for starters” 

"Me? Who cares what | think?" 

"| do. 


Stone stopped walking. He looked at Jerry with a puzzled expression. "Why?" 


"| don't know. | guess .. kinda .." he trailed off and shrugged, looking across the street. 
"What?" 


Jerry tried to start walking again but Stone's hand on his arm made him stop. They stared at each other until 
the rain picked up and started pelting them. 


Stone took Jerry by the arm and they ran back to his beat-up, little station wagon. He brought Jerry back to 
his house in Capitol Hill. 


"My parents are both at work. They won't be home until around five tonight," Stone explained as he took his 
wet jacket off and hung it up on a peg inside the back door. 


Jerry did the same. He remained silent, taking in the big, warm house as Stone led him through to the 
staircase. He grinned at photos of Stone as a child, but he could feel his heart expanding with each one he saw. 


In the attic, Stone shoved some clothes off of a very well-loved sofa. "Have a seat." Then he turned on a 
transistor radio, which was already tuned to 999 KISW. Stone turned around and grinned, air-guitaring to Van 
Halen. "I love these guys!" 

Jerry sat down and wrinkled his nose, pulling a balled up pair of socks out from under him. "Me, too." 


"| got some of that birthday weed left. You wanna smoke?" 


"What?" Jerry was watching Stone flit around the room, playing his imaginary guitar. He was doing that thing 
where he tries too hard again. "Oh, uh, no. Maybe. Uh, maybe in a little while. Come here for a sec?" 


"Huh?" 

The song changed to something so bizarre that both boys looked at the little radio and then at each other. 
"This can't be happening," Jerry groaned and covered his face with one hand. 

Stone giggled and wrapped his arms around himself as if he was hugging another and started to slow dance, 
swinging his hips as he turned in circles. His eyes were closed as he along. "Oh, my love. My darling, I've 
hungered for your touch a long, lonely time..." 

He stood up and walked over to Stone, tapping him on the shoulder. "May | cut in?" Jerry took Stone in his 
arms and smiled, even though he was sure his face was bright red. "I know it's corny but | would have done 


this on your birthday if, uh, if | didn't take off 


The other boy stared in confusion, letting himself be danced around the attic. "You would have danced with 


me?" 


"Yeah it's, like, romantic, right?" 
Stone's eyes grew wide with realization. "Ohhh." 


"| would have done this, too." Jerry licked his lips and then pressed them to Stone's. Just a soft, light kiss. For 


now. 
After the song ended and a Motley Crue song came on, they sat on the couch together and Stone lit a joint 
"You wanted to kiss me for my birthday?" 

"Wanted fo kiss you for anything" Jerry took a drag and passed it back 

"You like me?" Stone's voice sounded small, unsure. 

"| like you a lot. Didn't think „well, after that right | didn't know if | should say anything 

Stone took a drag and slowly let the smoke trickle from his parted lips. "Yeah, | can see how that would suck" 


He stared straight ahead for the longest time before he finally said, "But | don't care." He leaned into Jerry and 


purred, "Did | mention that my parents won't be home for a few hours?" 


